BARBARIAN STORIES

has seen. He must needs have a hundred men's
life-times to see them all. So how shall I die easily?'

'Oh, vanity!' she said, 'what do all these toys
matter? You are a child, Harald.'

'That's as may be,' he said, 'but I tell you, my lass,
I will not die a sheep's death! Now here is a story for
you. There were some Vikings out of Jomsburg in
Vendland made prisoner in Norway. They sat on a
log with their feet tied and a man was going along
cutting off their heads with a two-handed axe. You
are not to screw up your pretty eyes, I have often cut
off a man's head; it is easy enough if one knows how.
So one of the Vikings says: "I have my cloak-pin in
my hand and if I know anything after my head is off,
I will stick it into the ground." '

'And did he?' said Anastasia, and her hands
trembled a little.

'No,' said Harald, 'he dropped it. But that is how
to find out about things.'

For some moments he sat staring down the length
of the hall with his odd, light blue eyes. He clasped
his hands round his knees and rocked himself. Then
he turned and looked at her. At their end the room
was raised on two steps and narrowed a little into a
carpeted and tapestried bay, where two people could
well sit and talk with all propriety yet not overheard
and not too much overlooked by those in the body of
the hall. There was one window, round and framed
in a mosaic of gold and black; through it he saw first
garden and then sea, all in an intense light that made
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